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Sonnet
From “rTHE GENITUS”

By EDWIN H. SAUER
Wondering as I feed upon these bones,
Heaped near damp kindling ’round my trembling feet,
If flesh denied me, lest I overeat

Or waste, be given to the one who owns
A feeble sense of taste; who, eating, groans,

And falsely bellows: “This is tainted meat.”
If thus it be, Lord, make me calm, discreet.

Silence my complaints, let me throw no stones.
Friend, grasp my hand,—now softly call my name;

Smile very slowly; hold your head well high.
These things shall I remember when you've gone.
Will others find them, love them, much the same?
Will others, heeding all such marks imply,

Appreciate you as I might have done?
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Excerpts from the Testament
By BARRY DWYER
I

IV

This nineteen thirty second year

Calm is the evening and the sun

I, sometime student, Barry Dwyer,

Blesses the earth. Beholé his breast
He folds in draperies. Run

Considering the things most dear
Which I must leave, come flood or fire,

Is his course, he seeks the lorged for rest.

(So says my father, much loved sire)

A breeze is born beyond the glowing west;
The window curtain stirs. Depart
Sick fears upon your hollow quest!

Hereby do set the following

In print (that none may call me liar)
To will my all and everything.

V

II
The days have come full fraught with dread
Lurking behind bright Easter tide,
When students who have lain abed
Now fear the lifting of their hide;
For, there are certain men who bide

Their time against these bitter days.
Long months they’ve sung in colors pied,
They know at last the mocker pays.

it

Passes the evening and its light;
First lambent jewels are dimly hung
Upon the bosom of the night.
O, all ye minstrels, who have sung
The heaven’s glory, give sweet tongue
Unto His Majesty and Love
Who made these things. Thy bones made dung
Let thine eternal voices move.
VI

Alas, for these so few bequests!
Alas, that youth so long in pain
Must grow, so brief must live. Who rests
When storms begin to break?

Laudate, laudate sings my heart.

The rain

Of sorrow drenches hill and plain.
Are these the precious gifts of earth,
Pain and sorrow for our gain?

Then ho for age and heaven’s girth!

Goods have I little, wealth none,

Poor as the just; for, memory,
Warm love, strong faith, and one bright sun

Of hope, with this lean granary,
My mind, are all my property.
Now even these are placed in lein;
The past has claimed my charity;
The future hope, the hills of green.
Page seven

VII
Item: First to the Father and the Son
And Holy Spirit, Paraclete,

Who rules forever Three in One,
I give my life though incomplete,
That when I come before the Seat
Of Judgment, my poor soul shall hear
The words of That Great Judge so sweet
Which bar forever pain and fear.

Vill
Item:

And to the Mother, Stainless, Mild,

Who at the bidding of her King
Conceived and bore the Holy Child,
My prayers I give that she may bring
Me Home at last, with those who sing
Before the Throne of God. Saint Jude
And all you saints and anges cling
To our names and help us bear our rood.

Ix
Item: What can I give to you; who bore
And reared me, co-workers of God
In my creation; who have more
That I what I might give? the pod
Is less than the vine; the sod
Than earth from which it draws green strength.
I can but give like any clod
A love in keepitg with my length.

Xx
Item: A precious casket made of gold
Chasedwich the silver of joyous life,
Containirg a legend newly old,
Yet alwtsys new; for, it is rife

With al brave things that make men bold
In cherity and truth, and cold

To meanness and self-pride. This gift
Is yours who dangerous seas have rolled
Wthout a single family rift.

XI
Item: My friends, the open days of joy,
The hidden woe which we have known
In common; gold and hard alloy.
Our love, too, which in strength has grown
And richness since the seed was sown.
Who better reap the fruitful tree
Than he whom every storm has blown
Against in vain—my friends, than thee?

- Page eight

XII
Item: My foes—in this more than my friends—
A stronger testing for my steel,
I give you all the just amends

That are your due. And if you feel
This not enough, then one good meal
Of Portia’s judgment you may eat.
By this, by name, and sign, and seal

I offer this world’s toughest meat.

XIII
Item: To Edwin Sauer I leave the crown
Of bays, which I somehow mislaid.
I pray of him no jealous frown
For any dead leaf which has stayed
Within its place; for, these were made
When I was older by some years.
Likewise to him my words unsaid,
And the swift touch of singer’s tears.

XIV
Item: To Vin and Bill, the robes of white
They persistent seek to wear.
May the pure, unchanging light
Illume the road they seek to fare.
Also,, to each a sturdy pair

Of squeaky brogues, and many ties
Bright in hue, and their just share

Of our joint Latin compromise.

XV
Item: This place of exercise;
This Stadium of Grecian line
And dignity, I give as prize
To those brave athletes who daily shine
The peaceful hours when others dine,
With shovel work, and toss the bull.

Ay, from matins to compline
Their day with feats of strength is full.

XVI
Item: Our palatial room of staff;
The back numbers in our files;
The blithesome, scintillating chaff
Of friends; the countless, weary miles

Of copy, stacked in mountained piles;
The errors typographical
;
The public wreathed in pleasant smiles
To authors philosophical.

XVII

XIX

Item: ‘This year’s municipal report,
Bound in morocco, stamped with gilt,
To my statistical consort.
And this before the heat shall wilt

Item: The sluggard morning hour of eight
To him whose patience often proved
Itself in me, ten minutes late.

They stab the tardy editor

Well have his argumenta moved
Our intellecti, somewhat grooved.
Long has he drilled the stubborn head.

With bitter words. Friends, list the lilt
Of doves, nor heed the lion’s roar.

Truth and justice by some thought dead.

Their ardour, or vengeful, to the hilt

My thanks he has, so much he loved

XVII

XX

Item: The Keeper of the Pachyderms
To some good soul, I know not whom,
And the meaning of the terms
We used in that mysterious room,
Where in the candle glimmering gloom,

Item:

A heart-wholeness in lifes’ long quest.

Your stirrup cup has bitter been.
Death, the rude, unbidden guest

Has walked with you from youth. Now, green
Be the fields beside your way. The lean,

We tweaked the nose and poked the eye

Harsh years are done. My lonely friend
Grace and strength are yours; the sheen

Until it burst into full bloom.
This do I leave without a sigh.

Of peace lies on the path you wend.

XXI
Item: You helped me build a house of peace
In one eternal year of pain.
In the countless wars that cease

Not, you have helped me pile my slain.
These enemies, these fears had lain
So long in me that courage died.
Now the are dead. Bolt nor chain
Have my doors, they are standing wide.

(This Testament was modelled after the immortal work of Francois Villon. It was impossible to publish it in
entirety because of lack of space, but these sections were included as being pertinent to the universtiy.
—TuHeE AvuTHOR.)
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The Talkies Again
By ART FOCKE
Bitte: the difficulties with depression
and the battle for beer, the talkies, once a

never-failing subject of conversation and
criticism, have gone scot-free for some months.
But the movie industry has not been inactive during the period of panic, nor has it gone through it
thus far without change.
Two major developments in the film world, which
I propose to discuss, have been brought about by
the depression.

Like other industries, that of Hol-

lywood has had its ups and downs financially, but

that goes without saying and need not be considered in this article.
It is unfortunate that the movies must come under the classification of industry, and that they
cannot be included among the arts. For, whatever

moral of the tale and differentiating between the
two types of craftsmen characterized, and as such it
was a fairly honest picture.

“The Famous Ferguson Case” was not an artistic success, and I doubt seriously if it proved to be
such a wow at the box office. In fact, I don’t be-

lieve that more than ten per cent. of the audiences
which viewed it knew what the producers were
driving at. But in one way at least it was a great
triumph for much-maligned Hollywood, in that it
did manage to produce at least one picture of a particular craft and its workers, which was in a great
degree representative of the craft, even though the
vehicle suffered when the gross receipts were
counted.
However, to get back to the two major effects

with the depression, and the producers have done

of the economic depression upon the contemporary
screen offerings; it is easily noticeable that the
quality of the acting in general has been raised, due
to the fact that it is possible to collect what may
reasonably be called an all-star cast for almost every

their best to play fair with the public, even going

picture, the values of actors’ stocks, securities, etc.,

so far as to attempt to give the public what it should
have, and not what it wants; which is indeed a

being what they are (or what they are not, to be

else may be the fault of the talking screen, it has
at least tried to improve, and to make itself a power
for good in the sociological sense, if not in

the moral.

This effort has become more marked

brave and unusual feat for an industry.

more exact).

This assuredly must come under the head of

For several years various professions and crafts
have been pictured on the screen, sometimes with
a most definite regard for veracity, and ofttimes
with a complete neglect of the truth. Generally the

blessings, and represents a decided improvement
in the average screen offering. But the other of
the two effects I have mentioned is almost as great
a step in the other direction, because unfortunately

public is more easily satisfied with the melodra-

the powers that be have seen fit to attempt to meet

matic but untruthful version of the characters, but
occasionally a producer is found who is willing to
give the fans some semblance of the truth, as in

the big crisis in a big way, as regards the ballyhoo
for pictures.

“The Famous Ferguson Case,’ which showed here

nouncements of coming attractions.

recently.

superlative is a quiet sort of thing compared with
the list of adjectives that the ballyhooers find for

It happened that Marlen Pew, editor of Editor
and Publisher, newspaper trade magazine, was in
Hollywood when the original version of “The Famous Ferguson Case” was given a private showing.
Pew was invited to attend, and set up such a howl

‘The best is not nearly good enough for the anThe ordinary

their presentations. Sitting in a movie, one marvels at the lack of intelligence of one’s self and the
persons around him, that they can pay real cash to

see a picture which is billed as “the prodigious, stu-

at the type of newspaperman depicted in the film

pendous, marvelous, inconceivable, incredible,, un-

that the entire picture was changed. The director
kept his cast of tabloid reporters, and introduced
with them a set of honest, reputable newspapermen. The film was finally shown with an intro-

imaginable, overwhelming Garbo, inexpressible, in-

duction of approximately 200 words, explaining the

Page ten

effably, unutterably glorious in her newest starring
vehicle, which will surprise, amaze and astound

you, while it holds you in awe, wonderment and
bewilderment.”

The yokels standing around the barker’s platform

An oft-quoted line from Chesterton might ap-

at the county fair are surprisingly intelligent compared to those persons who are taken in, week after
week, by the same old effusions. But they can’t
very well be blamed, since there is no standard to
judge a picture save its trailer, which has the movies improving about 300 per cent. within the seven
days of each week.

ply—“the world will never starve for want of wonders, but only for want of wonder.” Surely the
movie advertisers will never let us believe that
wonders have ceased—it only remains for us to
cease to wonder, which would make Mr. Chesterton immeasurably successful as a prophet and ourselves at least seemingly less gullible than we are.

Page eleven

Why Dancer
By JOHN LINDSEY
D: you ever put yourself to the task of answering the question: “Why do we dance?”
Disregarding the various kinds and types
of classical dancing, ballet or eccentric, anything
from the common “tap dance” of the stage to the
Seven Veils of Mother Nature in the Spring-time,
and concerning ourselves only with the popular foxtrot and “waltz” of today, why must people be continually coming from or going to a dance? The

tertainment, and undoubtedly a vehicle of gossip to

tide us over until the next one.
We can readily see why people indulge in the
other form of dancing already mentioned. Some
have a pure and simple motive of making an honest
living, others because it is with them an art, and
still others because it furnishes a safety valve for
the emotions which are dangerous to keep stored up
within one. But with any or all of these people,

words bear no quality of exaggeration. If you
think so just listen to the talk around you and you

graceful dancing is an art which was only a desire

will surely learn from someone that he “went to
the deadest shindig last night” or has a date for the
“hop” tonight and could he borrow your studs.

years-of honest toil to perfect.

Then if you still have inclinations to disagree,

stop in any of the popular eating and gossiping
places in the earlier hours of the morning and be
convinced through proof. Sometime between your
sandwich and your smoke you will certainly hear
the voice of some sweet young thing saying: “Oh,
hello, there! Were you at the dance? You were?
Yea? Say, did I have a marvelous time! My dear,
1 never in all my life have been so tired as I am
now.” Yes, sir, she had a regular picnic! From
then on you will learn about the simply divine way
that William handles his women and the story will

be brought to a thrilling finis with the information
that she didn’t like Catherine’s corsage or the way
Betty had her hair all bunched up on the back of
her neck.
Might not this, then, be the reason that some

people (of the fair sex, thank goodness!) must
somehow or other get to every dance of importance
that is held; or “thrown,” as we of the modernity
would say? Somehow it seems that a dance is
merely an affair by which they may socially be
“there.” Something like the Duke’s annual dinner
for all people of class would have been several hundred years back. Except that at the Duke’s dinner
one did have to strike up an occasional conversation
with one’s neighbor, whereas, at the dance we never

or inclination in early days and which required

Indeed, it is stupid

to think that anyone would spend years of rigorous
training and strenuous physical exertion, merely to

have the satisfaction of being able to jump around
for two or three hours in an evening. ‘Then, we
may completely forget the idea that dancing is with

us an art. And so it cannot be graceful. When this
argument is offered people say that they dance be-

cause they are happy.
In this statement there may be a mite of truth,
but [ am inclined to meet it with doubt, for, never
have I seen anyone so overpowered by sheer joy that his feet started jigging on their own accord.
Always we must have some accompaniment, music,

rhythm, the steady and sickening boom-boom-boom
of a dance “orchestra.” Even then, in the majority
of cases this rhythm only furnishes us with a signal

to move the left foot in juxtaposition to the right,
or to slide that other foot out of the oncoming pedal
extremity of the dancing partner. On the other
hand, however, I have seen people become so ex-

tremely happy that they burst into song without the
slightest bit of accompaniment. They followed
their insinctive emotions and uttered any gurgling
sound that wished to escape.

But not so with danc-

ing. We must first have a musical background and
then move according to cut and dried methods. So,

then, we do not dance because we are happy.
On the contrary, it seems that we dance—or go

to a dance—in order to get happy. And in the ma-

worry about such dull things as mere talk, that is,
thoughtful talk. Absolutely no. But after the

jority of cases the novelty of the thing wears off

dance we have something to chatter about, some

a grind. Just about this time of the evening the
gentleman—who goes to the dance because he is
happy—makes a hurried exit and heads straight for

gossip that must be passed on in guarded little
whispers. So a dance becomes a means of getting
socially into prominence, probably a means of enPage twelve

and dancing becomes a bore, a monotony and even

the little room at the bottom of the stairs or the

screen over in the corner, and very soon comes
back,—happy. Even then the orchestra plays a
great part in keeping him the joyful, perky, Romeo.
And this is the time of the evening that becomes
work to the orchestra, for it is then that they must
start playing fast and rough numbers, they must

sing silly and even risque songs and go through
every kind of a contortion except a headstand to
keep life in the crowd of people who are there because they are happy.

Happy days are here again.

If you don’t believe that the dancers want fast
music just take a little notice of affairs at any dance.

For, even though slow music is fast coming into

city dump. And that terriffic mental strain requires
a rest so we settle back into the easy chair. Others
begin to get accustomed to surroundings. Silence
reigns. ‘hen we become uneasy; we squirm; we

pull our neck another inch out of that collar; we
look at her and she looks at us; we both open our

mouths and out of each of them simultaneously
tumble those two little words that make the world
go round: “Let’s dance.” So we dance, so the
party dances and so the whole country dances.
Thus we have settled the question of why we
dance. But there is still a group of people that offer no satisfactory answer for their caperings. These

its own, and dancing America has taken time out

are the young people who work in department

to draw a good deep breath, a fast number from an

stores, in factories or any other place that offers a
salary of a few dollars a week. They are on their
feet eight hours a day and then seek recreation
(their own term) in a form that requires more physical exertion than do their jobs. They ride

orchestra will always get a larger applause from the
dancers than a slow tune, no matter how popular

the latter is, or how well it may have been played.
If then, we do not dance to makea living, to give
form to our emotions, or we do not deem dancing

stuffy street cars for miles in order to spend an

a fine art, it appears that we are drawn to the dance
much in the same manner as we are lured to the
motion pictures, to the reading of magazines or to

evening that is actually strenuous. And the more
tiring it is the better they seem to like it. They

other forms of entertainment which may be bought.
This is, namely, our inability to entertain ourselves,
closely connected with that desire of all America to
be ever going some place and doing something. To

know how to move the feet is considered more important than to know how, or when, to move the
tongue, to carry on a half-way intelligent conversa-

tion. Or, going from the sublime to the ridiculous,
it is better to know Arthur Murray than William
Shakespeare, because we will always find another
who has been led into inviting fields by the hand of
the dance maestro, whereas, it is practically impossible to find anyone who has read or studied, and,
who can, as a consequence, become sensible when
the occasion demands it. Therefore, we have sub-

stituted dancing for conversation.
There is no denying this; for, you have witnessed
and, perhaps, even experienced the proof of it. How
many times have you been invited to a “party?”
How many times have you been one of several couples making up a friendly little gathering? Then
just that many times have you seen the proof of

which I speak. To show the point, I shall attempt
to reconstruct one of those familiar scenes.

To start things off we acknowledge each other’s
presence in our own quaint way; either a “How’re

ya, Kid?” or “Whaddya say, Babe?” Then, in order that we may enjoy to the utmost the little talk
that must be made, someone immediately turns on
the radio. Within five minutes we have the weather
settled, have bummed a cigarette and have sent

one picture show on to eternity and another to the

will not allow slow music to be played for their rec-

reation. They want it rough, fast and wild. In
their happiest moments they tear around at breathtaking speed, have collisions that result in dull

thuds and severe jarrings and take corners on an
angle that would bring out a:‘cold sweat on the most
daring of exhibition cyclists. In the end they applaud wildly, pant for breath as though they had
just finished a five hundred yard dash,—and clamor
for more. Is this recreation, art, or the expression

of emotions? If it is, I’ll stick to machine gunning
for my nerves.
I do not wish to leave the impression that I am
set in my views against dancing. If I were, I realize that the job of making a dancer see my arguments would be as futile as attempting to prove
that we should do away with automobiles. But I
do not have an unfavorable regard for dancing. On
the contrary, I see a real art in some dancing and
see how some people can appreciate it as such. I
can derive a genuine thrill by merely watching some
dancers. For example, a fast tap dancer can cause
me more amazement and wonderment as to how he
keeps from getting twisted up like a pretzel than
can the nimblest fingers of any pianist; for some-

thing calm and restful I’ll take a tango that employs quick, jerky and dangerous motions but at
the same time is possessed of such an abundance of
grace and poise that we are reminded of a cat,
slinking, yet agile, in every respect. A tango is all
this and yet it serves to bring quiet to nerves and

wonderment to the mind. And even once in a great
while I see a couple on a dance floor who move so
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as one, so rhythmically, and who enjoy it so much

and a tug-of-war after we once arrive; why we require artificial stimulation while we are there; why

that they convey satisfaction to the most disinterested of onlookers.
No I am not averse to dancing. But I am still

we can’t say just why we do go to dances; why we
promise ourselves that we will never go to another;

unable to conceive any sensible reason why we
should go to every dance that comes along; why we
should indulge in something between a foot race

will get the money to buy a ticket for the next
dance that comes along.

and why we are at this moment wondering how we

What Price Art?
By BILL WESLEY
Softly in the summer night
Floating down the moonlit stream,
He gazed at her with eyes alight
Sweetly dreaming love’s young dream.
To her he sighed his amo tes
In tune with even’s balmy breeze;

Besieged her with his loving gaze
OQutte lost on love’s uncertain seas.
He put his suit in poetry
And quoted lines of love from Keats;
Encouraged by her coquetry
Lord Byron’s fire he now repeats.

She looks at him with veiled eyes,
Then takes a pensive breath and sighs,
“Ya wouldn't kid me, would ya?”
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Radio Crooning
Why Cardinal O'Connell Was Right
By EDWIN H. SAUER
(AutHor’s Note: Jt has been my purpose to avoid
any discussion of the relative value of jazz music, in
this article. I am attacking only crooning, which is
jazz in its most miserable form.)

I
‘ N Y HEN Cardinal O’Connell made his sensational and timely attack on radio crooners, several months ago, a storm of protest gathered throughout the country.

“The Cardinal’s statement is an exaggerated one,”
many cried; “the language is too strong, and utterly unfair,’ echoed others; and “crooning is the

proper new type of singing,” quite a few indicated.
I thought the Cardinal had spoken pretty harshly myself.

If you remember, he branded crooners

as “whiners, singing immoral and imbecile slush,”
and crooning, itself as “a degenerate low-down sort
of an interpretation of music; a sensuous, effemi-

nate, luxurious sort of paganism.”
I felt inclined to doubt the latter statement, but,

confident in the ability of a man as brilliant as

Cardinal O’Connell to discourse on popular fads, de-

cided to make a thorough investigation of croon-

ing to see if it deserved to be so miserably branded.

I had listened, frequently, though not very atten-

tively, to the most popular of these new singing
“stars,” but had noticed little to object to.

But

keying my ear more sensitively to their brand of
entertainment after the Cardinal’s statement, I real-

ized that he had spoken wisely, and very appropriately. The adjectives that had seemed too strong,
now seemed only too apt. Effeminate, sensuous,

degenerate,—crooning is all of these. How did such
slush ever originate, I questioned myself, and set
out to answer that question. My discoveries have

been startling.
II
Now it is necessary for you to have a clear con-

ception of what the word “crooning” refers to, before going on with this article. The word does not
necessarily apply to every note that comes out of
the crooner’s mouth but refers rather to that non-

sensical, meaningless, stupid form of yodel or hog-

call that sounds something like, “be-bo-du-la-da-de-

do ;” to his accented crying of the words, and to his

whining through his nose.

The singer of popular

songs who renders them as written, and in his true,
masculine voice does not croon. ‘The word embodies only those who resort to the ridiculous artificialities listed above, and of these the first type is the
most objectionable. Let me show you just how

this queer “be-bo-du” noise came into practice.
In every city along the Mississippi River there is
a prominent colored section. In every one of these
colored sections there are cafes, gambling dens, and

indecent dives, all of which are usually confined to
one street. The most notorious of these streets is
Beal Street, in New Orleans, Louisiana, and it is
here, nursed by licentiousness, and indecency, that
jazz was born.

Here it was, likewise, that this

queer noise was introduced into the jazz. It was
originally meant to typify a sort of savage rapture
experienced while contemplating, and desiring participation in indecencies of the most immoral character. It was meant to exemplify a sort of animal
ecstacy, brought about by aroused passions and the

most evil inclinations.

It was used by the negro

dancing girls of the Beal Street dives while they
entertained in their profligate manner. ‘That such
a practice should find its way to the radio; should
be inserted into millions of American homes, and

even defended and extolled when one who recognizes its evil, has the courage to denounce it, is
abominable, loathsome.

The argument will be raised that it does not produce an emotional reaction amongst moderns as it.
did amongst the half-drunken negroes of the levee;
but that certainly is not an excuse for allowing anythig so cheap, so absolutely vulgar, and so hopelessly nonsensical to be offered us on our radio pro_ grams. Surely it will not be denied that such shouting is always suggestive, and certainly never amusing.
The second style of crooning is the crying of the
words of the song, the whining and the lamenting
over the loss of a sweetheart. Though the crooner

using this method cannot rightfully be condemned
because of sensuousness (unless he chooses num-
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bers bearing indecent words and titles), he certainly
can be condemned because of effeminacy.

This custom originated with women on the vaudeville stage and was first used by Sophie Tucker
and later adopted by Belle Baker, Helen Morgan,
Ruth Etting, and more recently, Libby Holman.
How any man can adopt such a manner of expressing sentiment, especially when it is so entirely effeminate, is baffling. According to those who un-

derstand the practice, it is supposed to typify despondency over the departure of a lover or over
love gone wrong. Well, it’s hard to blame the lovers who departed, or the loves that went wrong if
they were subjected to such imbecility from the
male side of the union.
The third type of crooner is the one who sings
through his nose, or in an exceedingly high tenor
(it always sounds strained to me).

Though he can

be styled somewhat effeminate too, it is principally
because he debases sentiment and ridicules the
beauty of a love song, through his listless, unenergetic moaning, that we object to him. His type
has no regard for beauty, for ideals, or even for any-

thing sacred. Let me give you an example:
Morton Downey, one of the most popular of the
lot (I did not wish to mention names, but by doing so, in this instance, I add more weight to my
illustration), singing (pardon the word), on the
Camel cigarette program one evening (mind you,
a cigarette program)), after finishing some oversentimentalized song about stopping “the sun because my Gal’s gone,” burst into the beautiful
strains of Bach-Gounod‘s “Ave Maria,” singing
himself into every note. Did Cardinal O’Connell
exaggerate?
Ill
Is there any justification for crooning?
Broadcasting officials who permit the stuff to
flood the air say, “It is what the public wants, and
what our advertisers demand. It has advertising
value.”
I don’t believe that. It is impossible to do so
when leading newspapers say the following things,
commenting on the practice:
Washington Evening Star: As music it is atrocious.
As amusement it is disgusting * * *. The combination of poor music, of doubtful moral quality, and

the slithering, sliding, lounge-lizard voice of the
crooner is anathema to so many that the radio enterprise is just now under an undoubted handicap

of unpopularity with enough people to cause the
manufacturers and the program promoters to be

concerned about their unseen audience.
Springfield Union: * * *When in addition to the
unmusical character of their entertainment, they
resort to vulgar suggestiveness, it is a gratuitous
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insult to that portion of the public which rightfully
expects a better return for its expensive investment
in radio equipment.
Dr. Walter Damrosch, who has done more than
any other, in recent years, to spread the cause of

good music in America, in speaking recently before
a musicians convention in Cleveland, stated that

he pities the crooners, because he believes they indulge in such trash only because advertisers demand it; because it’s a matter of bread and butter

with them.
Dr. Damrosch is an authority; let’s accept his
statement and then prove that the advertisers
are
wrong in believing that such a type of program
helps their business.
The programs of the most popular crooners are
sponsored by the following concerns: Cremo cigars,
Fleischman’s yeast, and Camel cigarettes. Now as
far as I can discover, the crooner’s following comes

mostly from young love-sick girls, who see in the
moaning, whining, and shouting an illustration of
their own predicament, or else are attracted by the

singer’s good looks, and not by his voice.
I have not found a single man above twenty-five
who enjoys crooning. Those men under twentyfive, for the majority, are likewise opposed to the
practice, objecting to the effeminacy of the singers. ‘hose under twenty-five who listen to them
do so only because crooning is a fad at the moment,
a fad that their girl friends have accepted. I doubt
if any of these young men could give one a sound
reason for their listening to and enjoying the whole
lot of radio crooners.

Therefore, the majority of those who listen to the
crooners are young girls of between, say fifteen anw
twenty-two. Now just how many young girls
smoke Cremo cigars? How many that you know
smoke Camel cigarettes? (Those that do smoke do
not usually buy their own Cigarettes; those who do
buy their own, are usually of a type interested in
more vital, and more intelligent things than radio
crooning.)

How many have ever been induced, be-

cause their “secret passion” sings on the Fleischman hour, to try eating yeast in order to correct
stomach disorders?
Something is undeniably
wrong in Denmark! Those of the radio audience,
however, who do smoke Cremos, who do smoke

Camels, who do eat yeast for health, have been
driven from, rather than attracted to, the radio programs of these concerns, only because of the kind
of program offered them. It is about time adver-

tisers were waking up, because their radio audiences have been awake for quite some time.
IV
There is little more to say.

If I have demon-

strated, or onlyclarified the meaning of Cardinal

such vulgarity, and against such indecency, just as

O’Connell’s words, I am satisfied.

I am convinced

the natural sense of refinement, and appreciation of

of the absolute truth of his statement, and proud
that it was a clergyman of the Catholic church to
be first in the denunciation of such an evil. The
natural dignity of the man, which arises from the

beauty in sentiment that exists in every moral
man’s heart is opposed to the practice. To the
thinking man, to the worthwhile man, to the real
man, radio crooning is detestable, an insult to the
intelligence of the American radio audience.

performance of his sacred duties, rebels against

Spring Nocturne
By EDWIN H. SAUER
Unchanging Night shades! Shadows ’round the moon
That touch not stars! Oh, West still bathed in gray!
Ye undented expansion of the mists!

Now permeate me. Let your beauty stay,
If not in sight, at least within the mind,
For you must know I cannot help butfind

Your beauties on this night more deeply kind;
My loved one has not failed my love today.

SPRING QUATRAIN
With you away disorder does not reign.
No sharp winds blow, disturbing clouds move on,
No small birds cry. Oh, then from whence my pain?
Dear, order, calm, 1s vexing, once you've gone.
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something for Nothing
By ROBERT W. LAUTERBACH
| T’S a bloody crime, the way some people will
attempt to swindle their fellowman, isn’t
it?” asked the gentleman who sat across
from me in the smoking room. We had struck up

turned in, and next thing I knew the sun was shining in my window. I got up and took a shower,
and while I was dressing, Barclay dropped in and
suggested we have breakfast together. It was all

an acquaintance a few hundred miles back, and,
like two lonesome travellers will often do, had con-

right with me, so we stopped at the desk for our mail.
There was only one letter, addressed to me, with
the assayer’s office address in the corner. I nearly

versed on almost every kind of topic, but had fallen
silent for the past few minutes. I jerked upright,
somewhat startled by his sudden reopening of the
conversation.
“Yes, I guess it is,” I agreed and relit my cigar,
preparatory to settling back in my seat.
“T recall one instance,” my companion continued,
“when I ran into a master confidence man. It was
several years ago when I was out West. I was
standing at the cigar counter of a hotel in Salt Lake
City, getting some smokes, when another fellow
drifts up and somehow, as I turned around, we col-

lided. Of course, we both apologized, and as we
stopped to light our cigars, he struck up a conversation. I was feeling pretty low right then, not
knowing anyone in town and having been there
nearly a week, I was only too glad to have some-

one to talk to. We sat in the lobby and chinned
for about an hour.
“I found out that he was a salesman for a large
firm of eastern brokers, traveling through the West
trying to interest some of the big land and cattle
owners in investing some of their money in bonds.
That was in the days when land owners had
money,” he told me with a quizzical smile.
“Well, we had supper together and saw a show
and then returned to the hotel, where I suggested
to Barclay that he come up to my room and have
a drink before we retire. He was agreeable, so we
stepped up to my room and had a drink. Then we

had another. And several more. I got pretty
friendly with Barclay and before the evening was
over, I told him about myself, how I owned a big

ranch over in the next county that wasn’t worth a
hoot, until one day down in the south end where

there was a big crop of rock, I noticed something
queer about the rock, and without saying anything
to anybody, I took a few small pieces and came into
town, where I took them to an assayer’s office, and

now I was waiting for his analysis.
“After awhile, we both got rather sleepy, and

Barclay went off down the hall to his room.
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I

fell over my feet going into the dining room, I was
so excited. We gave our orders to the waiter and
I slit open my envelope while we were waiting, but
somehow or other, I couldn’t find my glasses, and
as I absolutely can’t read a thing without them,
and rather than run up to my room after them, I

handed the letter to Barclay and asked him to read
it for me. He took it and read:
“Dear Sir:
“We have analyzed your samples and find
them to contain silver in large quantities. A
deposit of the size which you describe should
be worth, roughly)’ Barclay’s voice paused,
‘about twelve to fifteen thousand dollars, and
situated as it is, it would probably cost about

four thousand to get it out.
‘Yours sincerely,
"Jad. dele
VLN;
‘County Assayer.’
“Barclay handed it back and I shoved it in my
coat pocket and dug into the meal which the waiter
had placed before me. Barclay was silent during
most of the meal, but as we rose, he said, “I’ll tell

you what I’ve been thinking, old man.

I’m looking

for a little personal investment and from what you
said, you’re pretty well fed up with this country.

If you went to the trouble to start mining that silver out of there, you might have eight thousand,
and your ranch is worth another three or four. I'll
give you ten thousand for your ranch and take a

chance on making a profit. I'll have my investment
and you'll have your money to leave this part of
the country. How about it?”
“TI stood buried in thought for a minute and then
made up my mind.
ee, 1 said: “I'll sell 12°
“We went over to the bank and he cabled his
New York bank for ten thousand in a hurry. When
we went back after getting the deed from my room,

the money had arrived, and I received it in $100

dred thousand dollars’ instead of twelve to fifteen

bills after signing the deed before the cashier, who
was also a notary. When we went back to my

as Barclay had read.
“TI stared at Barclay who was standing by the
table, and something in my expression must have

room afterwards, Barclay said he’d have to be on
his way as he was due to see a prominent rancher
in half an hour. On his way out he brushed past
some newspapers on the table and uncovered my

glasses.

They fell to the floor in their case, and I

picked them up and put them on.
‘Wait a minute, I said.

‘I’d like to read that

letter over myself now that I’ve found my glasses,
and then we can have a drink together before we

separate.’
“ “Well, I haven’t much time,’ he replied, ‘I’d better be going.’

“T coaxed him for a minute and he finally agreed
to stay for a little while. I poured the drinks and
started to read the letter.

It was exactly as he read

it except that the figures were ‘eighty to one hun-

told him what was wrong, because he turned and
broke for the door.

“*You filthy rat,’ I roared and dove for him. He
slammed the door in my face and by the time I got

it open the corridor was empty. I went back to my
room to pack before leaving.”
My acquaintance paused.
“Didn’t you do anything? Weren’t you sore?”
I asked.
“Not exactly,’ he answered slowly. “Although
I realized I could have gotten a bigger price than
I did, I’m not greedy, and $10,000 is a nice sum.”
“But how about your ranch?” I queried.
“The ranch? Oh, yes, the ranch. I often wondered how he felt when he found his ranch covered

by Great Salt Lake.”
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The First Ohioans
By WILLIAM J. HOEFLER
EBANON was one of the many towns on the
route of the Broadway Review. I imagine
that it is a rather beautiful place in the
sunshine but all my impressions of my stay there
are colored by a drizzling rain. The evening performance of “Let’s Get Married,” took place when
a rain storm threatened to blow the tent away.

When the gross receipts were tabulated the manager tore his hair and informed the company that he
could pay but a small fraction of their salaries. A
number of the company were gathered in the lobby
of the main hostelry, listening to a learned dis-

war-clubs have long since fallen where the lifeless

hands dropped them. If you will visit Fort Ancient
you will learn that the paths of glory lead but to
the grave, that a mighty civilization can sink into
utter oblivion.”
“T’d like to see this place,’ Carl voiced his desire
once more. “I wonder if it’s like Fort Thomas.”
“All right,” I consented. “What are you doing
in the morning?”
“T have to take the Pierce to Dayton in the morn-

ing. Can’t we go out tonight?”
“You can’t see anything at night,” the clerk ex-

cussion on the existence of a Creator. A gray-haired,
florid man was defending the existence of God in a

plained.

capable way against the materialistic doctrines of
another villager, who seemed to be of the profes-

wanted to know.

sional class. I could not help think at the time that
it was an odd discussion for a hotel lobby. I asked
the clerk who the debaters were and he replied,
“The fellow who is trying to prove there ain’t no
God is the principal of a school here. The other
one is the town’s biggest bootlegger.”
Well, that was one of life’s little jokes. Since my
roommate and I were on the verge of dying with

the ennui, I asked the clerk desperately,
“Isn’t there something of interest in Lebanon be-

sides philosophical discussions and the fact that
Henry Clay stopped at this hotel during his presidential campaign?”
“Well, there’s the Mound Builders over at Fort

Ancient,” the clerk defended the metropolis.
“Who are the Mound Builders,” Carl, my companion in many adventures, asked innocently; “A

baseball team?”
“As far as scientists know,” I replied, “they were

the first Ohioans. Their remains still exist at Fort
Ancient.”
“Hey, that’s my line!” the clerk exclaimed resentfully.

“I’d like to see this Fort Ancient place,” Carl
observed. “Is it anything like Fort Thomas? I
was there for a month in the C. M. T. C. I didn’t
like it.”

“The garrisons of mighty Fort Ancient have long
since gone down into the dust,” the clerk interrupted quickly, lest I should steal his thunder.

“Their bows and arrows no longer have strong
arms to use them. ‘Their spears are broken. Their
Page twenty

“Haven't they got any electric lights?’ Carl
“They’ve got electric lights at

Fort Thomas.”
“You see,” the clerk explained, “the Mound Build-

ers always went to bed at night and they didn’t
need any lights.”
“Oh!” Carl said thoughtfully.
“Now here’s the plot.”

I said.

“We'll get up

about seven and go out to the Fort.
an hour or so there.

We'll spend -

We can easily be back here

at nine for you to take the boss to Dayton.”
The alarm awoke us at seven. We had hoped
that the drizzling, desultory rain that had drummed
us to sleep atmidnight would cease my morning.

Instead, the water seemed coming down like a

solid sheet outside.

weather tourists.

However, we were not fair-

‘This seemed our one chance to

see Fort Ancint. It was our first visit to Lebanon,
which seems odd, in view of its close proximity to
Dayton. But Lebanon is off the main highway
from Dayton to Cincinnati, and it was only by favor
of the advance agent that we were there.
Fort Ancient was about seven miles from the
town. We took the highway and followed the
signs, though it was difficult at times due to the
pouring rain. The trail branched several times, until we were on a semi-improved road that wound
around steep cliffs, down perilous grades and hills
of such inclination that forced us to put the heavy
car into extra-low gear. We came downalast hairpinish grade, passed the Boy Scout camp, which

had been described to us, and paused at the Fort
Ancient Museum. We found the place locked. We
were about to seek admittance at the private residence in the rear of the museum, when we noticed

that the caretaker had eviedntly become aware of

relation whatever, and think that the Indian de-

our intentions and was headed for the museum with
a bunch of keys in his hand.
“| didn’t expect anyone out today,” he said apolo-

stroyed the Mound Builder. This pottery here is
of a superior design and decorated with an art
superior to that of the Indian, which you can see by
a comparison with that of these Indian pots here.

getically.

“We can’t choose our time,” I explained.
today or perhaps never.”

“It’s

“You mean to tell me that you find these skele-

tons inside of some hills here?” Carl wondered.

“Tl am compelled to charge you each a quarter—
to help defray the cost of keeping this museum,”
the caretaker explained. “However, that will give

“Yes,” the caretaker resumed after he had caught
his breath. “The Mound Builders evidently had a
religion of some sort. ‘They were possessed of a

you the freedom of the museum for a year.”

wholesome fear of the dead. They buried their own

“But we don’t want to stay here that long,” Carl

in the mounds, which seems to point to the fact

protested.
After the question of admission was settled, we

that they believed the spirits of the dead would help

began our examination of the dust-laden relics of

sition he died in.”
“Tl only saw dead people stretched out straight.

the museum. ‘The caretaker was an elderly man
with the aspect of a college professor. His eyes
brightened the minute he began discussing the various exhibits. One could tell that he was filled to
the brim, overflowing, super-saturated with his subject. If he was at all unbalanced by his archaeological vocation, it was caused by an unaffected love

for this long-lost race. Here are excerpts from the
lecture he showered upon us:

“To begin with the Mound Builders are a race

defend them. ‘They buried every person in the po-

Don’t they die like that?” Carl asked innocently.
“The undertaker stretches their contorted bodies
out of the positions rigor mortis has left them in.
Evidently the Mound Builders didn’t practice that,
which is fortunate, for medical experts can guess
rather accurately the reason of the deaths of these
various skeletons.
“For instance, let us take this skeleton here of a

man about forty-five years old.

‘These holes in the

which apparently belonged to the Neo-lithic period

base of the skull and the condition of the teeth puz-

of mankind’s development.

zled us for some time, but two famous dentists from

‘They have left us no

All we have to remember

Cleveland spent about six hours here last summer

them by are their earth-works, familiarly known as

and proved conclusively that the man died with a
rare disease of the teeth, which causes bone decay

written monuments.

mounds. We have explored about a tenth of these
mounds and discovered numerous graves. You see

a few of the better examples here, just as they were
removed from the mounds. Mounds have been

in its later stage.
“The one beside us here, we call Jack.

Yes, 1

have names for all of them. It seems like I’ve lived

found in other places, but our Fort Ancient collec-

and talked with them, being here so much.

tion is the most complete.

found Jack buried with three wolves’ heads and a
tomahawk. Can you imagine this brave, primitive
man fighting a savage pack of hungry wolves with

The Mound Builders

were an Occidental race, rather than an Oriental
one. You see here three Indian skulls from the Red
River section. ‘The angle of the head is much more

pronounced.

‘The mound builders have-no high

cheek bones and their teeth sit evenly upon each

other, unlike ours. Their legs are developed greatly beyond the rest of their body, which proved that

We

a weapon that would be considered a toy today, and

doing it with such skill as to slap three of his assailants before they tore him to pieces. The colossal bravery fills me with awe. Who knows what
stories his long silent lips might be able to tell us?

they walked a great deal. These salt chips here
have been thought to come from Licking County,
which lies far to the north—about a hundred miles
or so. The Mound Builders must have ranged far
and wide and from the weapons they bore, the
times must have been warlike. Their sharp shin
bones proves that they were very muscular, though
their height averaged about six feet. As yet there
has been no evidence of plague. They just have

The day will come when I feel I’ll be able to talk
with these children of mine like I am talking to

vanished, leaving behind them evidences of a civil-

her cheek.

ization which is admittedly superior to the one

“The Mound Builders were evidently a sanitary
race for they buried all their garbage. Each family
appears to have had its refuse hole. We've found
a good many of them. These bones in these various bins can tell of their diet, which ranged from

which seemed to have followed it—namely, that of
the Indian. It is sometimes thought that the Indian

is a product of a mixture of this neo-lithic people
and some Oriental infiltration. Other men see no

you.”

“This young girl died at about the age of nine
years with what is known as the “waterhead.” ‘The
contorted positions proved that this woman died in
agony. This old lady of about eighty died peacefully in her sleep. See the natural pose of her remains with her hands evidently clasped beneath
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small animals, like rabbits, to bears.

In one hole

we found nothing but fish bones. This puzzled us
for some time until we logically deduced that this
man must have been a cripple and could not hunt,
but evidently was able to fish with a good deal of
skill.

“Here is the skeleton of a young girl of twenty,”
the voice of the caretaker grew husky and I saw

tears in his eyes. “We call her our daughter. Her
ribs were pierced and her neck fractured. We have
deduced that during a storm, a tree must have fallen
on her. Branches must have caused her injuries
and death. Though she belongs to a long-dead age,

we can feel the poignancy of her terror, the anxious
searchers looking for her, lost in the storm, the grief
of her lover upon discovering the tragedy. She was
just as human then as we are now. ‘These few
bones represent much more than mere relics to us.
The number of her necklaces indicate that she was
of high estate. Experts believe that she was of exceptional beauty.”
The old man choked and could not go on.
“Where’s this fort at?” Carl wondered.
The query was fortunate because it took the care-

taker’s mind off the unfortunate girl for a moment.
“The fort is right at the top of the hill, boys.
You will find that it is a level plateau, surrounded
by mounds. ‘These mounds were both burial places
and defense fortifications. It is the best strategical
place of defense for a hundred miles around. It is
surrounded on three sides by high cliffs and on one
side by an unfordable section of the river, assuring
a water supply. The mounds are a series of small
hills instead of one long one. The Mound Builders
discovered that if any one mound were taken by
the enemy, the fire of the mounds on either side of
it, with bows, arrows and spears of course, could

easily make it a very unsafe place for the foolhardy
attackers. The Fort itself is large enough to accommodate a city of ten thousand people. Where
have they gone?”
We saw the fort ourselves and with the lecture of
the caretaker as our background we let our thoughts
slip back thousands of years into the past. Then Carl
noticed that it was ten minutes till nine. Our hour

of touring had stretched into two. We headed back
for Lebanon, forgetting the struggles of a past civilization in our own struggles of the present one.

Blessed kvent
By MASON C. BENNER
A new light
Came down

To make a world,
Painfully bright now,
Seem dull in comparison.

Give me strength
To be worthy
Of the trust.
Make my feet
Know the path,

So that I may rightly
Be true to

My responsibility.
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A By-gone Day
Easter in Russia

By NICK DIDISHKO
How different from Easter in Russia today.
—TueE Epirors.
OVE, forgiveness and boundless joy are the
sentiments which fill each and every Rus-

sian soul at Easter tide.

All the ceremon-

ies, both religious and civil, have a tenderness and

varieties of cold meat, dairy products and candies.

Flowers and wine are never forgotten and the table
is filled to overflowing. ‘Think of all the talk and
worry in order to prepare and set everything just
perfectly, and how much joy there is in seeing
everything at last ready to one’s heart desire. Some
families take the Passha, koolichi and eggs to

No one who has seen our

church to have them blessed by the priest. Now
the family is ready to leave for church, each one in

Easter celebrations and felt the emotions which
Christ’s Resurrection brings to us can forget them.

his best attire, and with a thumping heart awaiting
the moment of departure. As we pass through the

a delicacy about them which truly portray the spirit
of ancient Christianity.

And now, wandering from country to country, upon

dining room there are furtive glances at the Easter

foreign soils, | watch other customs and am sick at
heart to behold holy and glorious Easter pass by
just like another Sunday. Then the Easter of a

table.
The night is fresh, clear and warm; the odor of
Spring breathes through the air clearing the mind

by-gone day arises before me. | remember my own
dear country; then, the old house, and then a light
in a window welcomes me to peep in and see the
dear family and myself once again; to behold our
smiling faces, and drown my present sorrows in the

and lightening the heart. Of all nights, I love
Easter night the best. In church, the somber drap-

glorious feast of another day, even if it be only a
dream in the dreamland of memory.
It is almost midnight. The family prepares to
leave for church; everyone is secretly happy but

none wishes to reveal his heart just now.

‘The

table is set, everything ready to break the fast after

the services. Before the holy image of Mary flickers a flame from the ancient chandelier, painting her
tender features in a dull reddish glow. Above her
and over her head like a halo of white fluffy snow-

eries of mourning have been replaced by garlands
of flowers. A thousand candles flicker before the
holy images, people stand in prayer, all overcome
by the thoughts of Christ’s Resurrection. Hymns
and prayers are chanted, the choir sings as never
before, the people join, the priest answers: everyone prays. Thena certain bell pours its notes over

the worshipping land. Immediately all the other
bells of the city break in and the firmament echoes
and re-echoes their voices; there is a deluge of har-

mony from the melodious chimes.

The big father

bell with a dull monotone echoes, then a hundred
little bells pour forth their silvery notes of joy;

flakes, some branches of the Pussy Willow are

bigger bells come in, smaller bells, larger bells, all

spread; these were brought from church last Sun-

ringing, all saying:

day (Pussy Willow is used instead of palms on

to special chimes, which must be heard to be under-

Palm Sunday). Yes, everything is as it was, but
I am tempted to look at the table again, for there is

stood and appreciated, otherwise one can not comprehend how touching and melodious a chorus of
well-tuned and properly-rung bells does sound.

much that I have not noticed.

I glance at it, be-

cause it has a special significance for me; it is not
the table of everyday, or one on which a few eggs,
and perhaps, a rabbit, are placed, but one around

which hover ancient and solemn traditions.
Among baskets of colored eggs rise traditional
- cakes in their antique forms. The pyramidal Passha
with crosses on each side, and the tall round sugarcovered heads of koolichis and babas tower above
everything. A ham, in attractive paper frills, has
an all-important place on the table among many

“Christ has Risen.” They ring

Those of you who have not heard these Easter
chimes know not what they are and what they
mean.

In Moscow, where there are one thousand

six hundred churches, ten thousand or more bells

simultaneously ring out their notes of triumph to
the risen Lord. Would that your imagination could
become attuned! But, you will never know what
I know, if you have not heard these lovely bells.
Meanwhile, in church everyone has a lighted can-

dle in the hand and all are singing “Christ has
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Risen from the Dead.” The priest has extended
his greetings and blessings to the people and the
people have answered him. The doors burst open;

At home, the whole family gathers around the
table to break the fast. Then it is time to rest.

the priests, the choir and the whole congregation
pour out and thrice around the church they walk
with lighted candles in hand, all singing: “Christ
has Risen from the Dead.” Friends and former
enemies kiss each other three times, exclaiming:

home awaiting friends, whom they have not seen

“Christ has Risen,” and answering, “Indeed, He

has Risen.” Friendship is bound anew, and enemies are forgiven; really, sincerely forgiven.
The stars are dimmer now, some are disappear-

ing, others have been eclipsed by the first tints of
dawn. Underneath the waking sky, the faithful
turn toward home.

‘They scatter in all directions,

carrying their cakes and lighted candles.

The sim-

ple round faces of the country girls beam with

smiles of joy, and their laughter blends merrily
with the deeper voices of the men.

I see these peo-

ple trodding home; I hear their happy voices; I
see the flickering candles, the cakes and the baskets of eggs, and I see through the tints of the
dawn that joy reigns in each soul and love beams
from each sparkling eye. My soul is shaken to its
depth; I cannot but wonder at what I see. This
feeling of joy and the great meaning of Easter completely overwhelms me, and the holy Easter morn
is forever impressed on my memory.
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Later in the morning, all are up.

Some remain at

in church, others go to visit friends, to exchange

with them the kisses of brotherly love and forgiveness.

Indeed, this is a truly Christian feast!

In the afternoon, everyone is out of doors, everyone smiles through the warm spring day and seeks
a place where Spring may be fully enjoyed. Peo-

ple flock to the river and the parks, all are singing
and gay. Many go for rides, others prefer the
quiet outskirts of a forest or a cemetery. Children
play all kinds of games with Easter eggs, and the
grown-ups often join in the fun; they, too, are
children on Easter Day. It is not uncommon to
see a lonesome person, one, perhaps, all alone in
the world, join a group of jovial youngsters, to
whom he may later become a very dear friend.
Three days no work is done, but all Russia rejoices

in Christ’s Resurrection; it glorifies Him and expresses its joy in prayer and deed, in word and
song.
(This year our Easter is in May, for which reason
this article appears in the May issue of The Exponent.
)

The True Story of Rip Van Winkle
By ROBERT WHARTON
“N

OW bea good boy, Little Bob, and don’t
bother your Great-grandmother too

much,” called Little Bob’s mother to
her seven-year-old son, who stood irresolutely be-

side his great-grandmother, holding onto her hand,
as he watched the train that carried his mother,

pull slowly away. Bob wiped a tear from his eye
and then determinedly climbed into his grandmother’s buggy, followed by the agile old lady
whose activity belied her advanced age. She shook
the reins and clucked at the horse the while she
smilingly watched Bob survey everything with

wide open eyes that missed none of the wonderful
scenery.
Little Bob’s mother had brought him to visit his
great-grandmother, who lived in a beautiful valley
in the great Kaatskill mountains. Nestling between
two mountain peaks that seemed to hover protectingly over the little valley, there reposed a sleepy

little town that held the unpresumptuous little
home of Great-grandmother Sarah.

The ancient buggy finally came to the quaint little house and great-grandmother helped the silent
but appreciative Bob from his seat and gave him a
playful spank.
“Go see all the sights while I unhitch old Dobbin.
Then come back and I’ll give you a big piece of

“Once before someone asked me about that landslide, I think his name was Washington Irving. I

told him the same story that I am going to tell you.
“When I wasa little girl, about the same age as
yourself, there lived in this village, a family by the
name of Van Winkle. Now it was common knowledge that the Van Winkles did not get along very
well, and it was a constant source of amusement
for me to loiter around the Van Winkle home and
listen in on the arguments, mostly one-sided.
“One day I was hanging over their front fence
waiting for action. I got what I was waiting for.
Mr. Van Winkle burst out through the door, closely followed by a long rolling pin and a meat

cleaver.”

(At this, Little Bob’s eyes widened,

and his mouth opened—to take another bite of pie.)

“Poor Mr. Winkle cast a despairing glance behind
him and put on another frantic burst of speed, at-

tempting to outdistance a large iron kettle which
seemed to be racing neck and neck with him. He
stretched his abbreviated legs and made the temporary safety of a large tree, just beating the iron
kettle by a nose.
“Meanwhile,” went on great-grandmother, “this
so startled me, that I crouched down in the grass.

Remember, I was only about eight years old. The
panting Mr. Winkle gazed despairingly around the

blueberry pie.”

tree towards the door and caught sight of me hid-

Bob thrust both his hands into his pockets and
swaggered down the dusty main street, glancing
out of the corners of his eyes at the picturesque

ing in the grass.

houses, the large trees, and the bushes and flowers

in full bloom. He caught sight of a little brook,
and absorbed in the wonder of the bubbles tossing
on the little waves, he followed down the stream

until he came to what seemed to be a large landslide, that had apparently come down the side of
the mountain may years ago. Startled at this sight,
he took one surprised glance, and then turned and

dashed back in the direction of his great-grandmother, working his little legs like pistons.
“Gran’ma! Gran’ma! What is it?” cried Little
Bob, pointing a shaking finger in the direction of
the landslide.
“Oh, the landslide, Bob? I'll tell you all about
it. Sit down on that little stool and eat this piece
of pie that I promised you.” Bob accepted the pie
and listened attentively as his great-grandmother
went on.

Keeping a wary eye on the front

door, Mr. Winkle crawled on his hands and knees

towards me, and, prompted by my girlish curiosity,
I immediately asked him why it was that Mrs. Van
Winkle always threw the kitchen utensils at him.
“Well, Sarah,’ said Mr. Van Winkle, ‘there are
two reasons. The first is, because the furniture is
too heavy, and the second is, because I gave our

only chicken to the preacher. I explained to my
wife that the chicken was sick anyhow, but that
didn’t appease her wrath any. I suppose the
only way that I can get peace is to go to my
still.’
“Mr. Van Winkle had just spoken these words,
when there rose a loud shriek from the interior of

the house. Then suddenly, a large woman, her
face red with fury, appeared in the doorway and
threw a large crock in our general direction. I
turned back towards Mr. Van Winkle and there he
was, speeding down the road so fast that you could
have dealt a hand of cards on his coat-tail, and from
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my point of view, where I lay upon the ground, I
saw the bottoms of his feet so much that he appeared to be sailing headfirst through the air. Then
I cast one glance at that inflamed countenance in
the doorway and started to run after the rapidly

disappearing Mr. Van Winkle, when my folks called
me and I turned regretfully toward my home. Just

as I turned, I saw Mr. Van Winkle disappear into
his little cabin that leaned up against an overhanging cliff, and which contained his precious still.
Just at that moment, I heard a great explosion, and
turned in time to see the top of the log cabin fly
off and the whole cliff hover, and then slide down

on top of the cabin, burying poor Mr. Van Winkle ©
under tons of rock and soil.”

(AutHor’s Note: While Rip Van Winkle is sleeping his famous twenty years, here is a word about
suspended animation.

A few months ago, Lowell

Thomas told of workmen in Texas finding several
toads that had been sealed in airtight cornerstones
for hundreds of years. When these toads were
taken from the cornerstones, they were so old and

dry that they crumbled under the touch of fingers.
Yet when water was poured on them they miraculously came to life.
There are cases on record of finding toads that
were caught in the viscous liquid asphalt in the
asphalt swamps. This asphalt later turned to a
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solid, hard mass, making airtight cells around the
imprisoned toads. The toads, when taken from
these cells hundreds of years after falling into the
asphalt, come to life again.

Then too, Hindu fakirs have been known to go
into a coma, and then to be sealed for weeks without food or water, in an airtight cell, and when released are none the worse for the experience.)

“About twenty years later,” went on Greatgrandmother, “when I was the belle of the village,
the people of this valley decided to widen certain

places in the valley. And so it was that at last the
workingmen came to the landslide that had cov-

ered the long-forgotten Mr. Van Winkle.

Finally,

one of the men struck a log with his pick; another

found a keg of whiskey (and all the men wished to
stop, but were urged on by the foreman). After
removing an amount of rock and soil, the work-

men discovered the body of a man lying between
two logs. The body was apparently that of an old
man, for it had a long gray beard and gray hair.
The clothes on the body were very old, and the

fingers of the right hand clutched a tincup. The
workmen were violently surprised when the body
suddenly sat up, blinked its eyes, and holding up
the tincup, said in a decisive tone,

“*Boy! That stuff certainly has a kick!’ ”

A Booster’s Protest
By ROBERT C, MUMMA
(Epitor’s Note: Here are the two protests against
Mr. Sharkey’s famous “Booster” articles. Both Mr.
Mumma and Mr. Fitzsimmons are now contributors.)

statement we can take it or leave it as we desire.
Suppose we Consider it.
I cannot see how a person or group of persons
could continue to succeed in different occupations

[ has always been a habit with me to respect
others’ opinions, agree with them openly when

in this life and still not be worthy of the positions
they hold. I fail to see why in a very short time
their incompetence would not be discovered and why
they would not lose their prestige. I would like to ask
Mr. Sharkey this question: How long would the
head of a seat of learning or the president of a large

the reason is justified and disagree with them

silently when I have cause to suspect that their
views are incorrect and of minor importance. My
failure to respond earlier to Mr. Sharkey’s journal-

istic eruption on Boosters was due almost wholly
to the latter.

I say, almost, because in the begin-

ning I was certain Mr. Sharkey was not convinced
in his own mind that what he said was true, for
many of his declarations were absurd, and others,

I was positive, he viewed in the wrong light.

For

this and the other reason, I did not think it neces-

sary to voice my disapproval and thereby part with
my habit.
However, when his second article on the same
subject appeared in the last issue of the Exponent,
that was, literally speaking, too much for one per-

son to swallow. ‘Then only did I have a desire to
show Mr. Sharkey and the reader the futility of his
assertions.

However, before I begin to voice my

opinions, I wish to apologize to Mr. Sharkey, if
what he wrote was meant to be facetious.
Now, relative to Mr. Sharkey’s first sweeping
statement, “you can always tell a booster as soon
as you meet him, because he has a big grin and a
loud voice.” Let me say that exclamation was
greatly exaggerated. I have met dozens of boosters at, and away from, the University and not one
of them has ever approached me in the manner in

which Mr. Sharkey indicated.

To strengthen my

statement I might cite this example: During my
years at high school I had a job after school in an
office and was approached each year by Commun-

ity Chest campaigners. Each and every one of these
campaigners or boosters, stated the reason for his

visit in a quiet, straight-forward manner. There
was no back-slapping or guffawing as was the case
with the many boosters Mr. Sharkey has met. Nor
did these men resort to high-powered salesmanship
to enlist my support.

corporation hold his job if it were known that he
did not have the brains and the ingenuity necessary
for holding such a position? Not for long I am
sure. Why are so many boosters succeeding in industry today? Because they possess the characteristics that Mr. Sharkey claimed they did? Certainly not; they are progressing because they are qualified for such responsible positions.
In his next paragraph Mr. Sharkey decries the
fact that children in the grade schools are taught

that their state is the best in the entire country and
that this is the best nation on the earth. In other
words, he opposes that noble practice of instilling

patriotism in the hearts and minds of the youth of
today, which is the primary purpose of the teacher
when he or she boosts this nation of ours. He fails
to realize that it is practically impossible to reason
with small children not yet in their teens. He also

fails to take into consideration the fact that if children in their formative years were given both sides
of the story they would make mighty poor future
citizens,

I am passing over Mr. Sharkey’s next statement
on boosting in high school and college because my
argument against the one following pertains to it
directly and shows clearly, I hope, how incorrect his

attitude is towards the question in hand.
His next protest is against all forms of boosting
in organized industry. He claims that when the
student leaves college he secures a position with
some company—the Smith Widget Company he
prefers to call it—and this disgusting and objectionable practice continues where it left off in college.

Is is not easy to see why the president of

and that they are succeeding to a great degree.

the Smith Widget Company gives pep talks to his
employees and constantly boosts the articles manufactured by the company. He does this because he
realizes that, if he can instill spirit into the organ-

Since there is no proof given in support of this

ization and get his employees to work together, in

Then Mr. Sharkey goes on to say that boosters
are in charge of most of our schools and industries,
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The factory workers

success if he did not believe in the product he was
selling? JI know he couldn’t, and if Mr. Sharkey

will become more efficient; the sales department
will experience greater success, because they have

will stop and ponder the question for a moment, he
should be able to see that his views are not quite

gained confidence in the article they are selling.
Money will begin to come in, wages will rise, and

true to the point.

thus everybody will share in the profits.

is taken up by Mr. Sharkey in his concluding paragraphs. The blame for the failure of the annual is
placed directly on the shoulders of the men who
were boosting it. But he fails to realize that these
ambitious young men took up the cause of the annual at an inopportune time. They were blinded
by their ambition, and they also failed to realize
that these are depression times and money is exceedingly scarce, especially among college men, the

the end not only he, but also every man under him

will benefit by his so doing.

We must

remember also that these pep talks and rallies are
not held just because the president likes to hear
himself talk or because he wants to salve his workers. They are held because he knows that before
any project can become a success the leader must
have the cooperation of the men under him and they
must all work in unity—for in unity there is
strength. And how can strength be obtained if
the workers fail to show any good will.
“Something should be done to stop this system
which threatens to make us a nation of boosters,”

says Mr. Sharkey. He wants to curb this practice,
and yet he overlooks the fact that today America
is considered one of the most progressive nations in
the world. And if the majority of us were to become boosters I wonder if conditions would not be
a little better than they are today.
Mr. Sharkey next claims that “there is little distinction between salesmen and boosters. Both of
them fail to use logic.” He also states, “the question ‘Why’ never seems to occur to them at all.” I
can answer these two assertions by asking these
questions: How logical is it to boost the Community Chest fund in Dayton? or the alumni and athletic association of the Dayton University? Would
you call the men who are behind these projects illiterates; men who are boosting a blind, useless
cause? Also, do you think a salesman could be a
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The argument the boosters vs. the school annual

majority of whom have not a chance to work, either

because school work will not permit, or because
the job itself is wanting. Another cause for the
failure of the annual might have been, although |
hesitate to say it, a lack of school spirit. Understand that I do not mean there has been continued

evidence of such, but I mean merely in regard to
this one project. So you see, all things must be
taken into consideration and the question weighed
in the balance before we voice our opinions.
If Mr. Sharkey would have done just that, then I
feel certain he would never have committed himself as he did.

Perhaps Mr. Sharkey is prejudiced against boosters because one or the other has at some time high-

pressured him with success much to his chagrin.
But... the old saying still goes, “You can’t keep
a good man down,” and that goes double for the
boosters.

In Defense of Boosters
By DANIEL FITZSIMMONS
[ the January issue of this magazine there ap-

products; he ridicules the small town’s attempt to

peared an article which had for its prime purpose, I believe, a slap in the face for all boost-

advance; he berates the salesman who sells his line
of goods as the best. In other terms, he is against
progress—progress which has made it possible for

ers.

Being a booster myself, and believe it or not,

in which he set about boosting himself and his

him as well as the rest of us to live in the comforts
and luxuries of this modern age; progress which
resulted only through the boosting of our forefathers.
The manner in which he thrilled to the failure of
the Annual “campaign” doubtless had a demoralizing effect on the students who lacked the depth
of right thinking, but I think that the majority of
the student body just smiled at his rather weak attempt to excuse his own lack of school spirit. He
claimed that the men back of this campaign failed
to ask the reason, Why? ‘This is where he proved
his own lack of judgment.

Anti-Leagues for the remainder of two pages. For
example, he admitted that he realized his state-

those few because almost every university, and even

ment woud ruin his chances for the presidency, but

every third-rate high school possessed one; because

that wouldn’t stop him. Oh, no! not for one min-

it is one of the finest means of drawing new students to the university. Not all the talking in the
world would convince a high school graduate that

proud of it, I feel that some answer should be given

to this little pleasantry.
This article was written by a member of a certain class which shows at present all the earmarks
of its predecessors. ‘The most evident of these
tendencies is an aptness for the game of “hide and

seek.” ‘They do the hiding from various campus
activities, while the maligned “boosters” do the
seeking.
The author of this journalistic endeavor opened
with a startling statement, “I don’t like boosters.”
More startling than this, however, was the manner

ute! He was always noted for his outspokenness,
people called him Old Fearless, but he just couldn’t

It was obvious that this annual was wanted by

help that. We can readily see by these modest
statements that he was no mean booster himself.
Then comes his famous description of a booster.
A booster (he says) is a person possessing an ear
to ear grin, whose voice can be heard for several
city blocks and who is addicted to back slapping.
This, gentlemen, is not a description of a booster,

your school is one of the best.

but rather of a freak.
Next, he goes on to say that the most alarming
feature of the whole thing is that boosters are in
charge of most of our schools and industries, and
that they are trying to make boosters of everyone

to convince myself that one of the students could

else. Why not? If being a booster has aided them
in rising to the top of the ladder of success then
why should they not wish the same qualities to
others, so that they, too, might succeed.
He decries the fact that children are taught to
believe their grade, their school, their city, their
state, their country to be the best in the world.
Again, why not? Is it not far better for the children to grow up believing in this manner than to
grow into cynics, skeptics and pessimists?
He belittles the companies for boosting their

No sir, he wants to

be shown. This is where an annual proves to be of
great benefit.
Not only was he glad of the annual’s failure, but
he reveled in the fact that only two hundred and
fifty of the student body out of eight hundred and
fifty subscribed. Even as I write this I find it hard
speak with such an utter lack of insight. It is because of such individuals that our athletic department is thousands of dollars behind in its budget.
And now we are boosting another project to pay

off the deficit.

If we succeed; if everyone does his

best to sell the chances on this Rockne Six, some-

thing of the black mark of the annual failure will
be wiped out. If we fail again, it will take years to
forget that we were students that failed miserably
in their first real test.
In closing, I wish to congratulate this young
man on the way in which he disposed of liquor and
furnaces. If he has as much success with the AntiBooster Association, then we have nothing to worry
about.
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THE EDITOR’S SOAP BOX
Here we are at the end. Before | become maudlin, let me thank you who have been ardent supporters of this mag during my regime. I know

have given muscular and mental effort to our common cause, we must part. After we have eaten the
sweet pabulum of intellect together, we must now

you are not many, but then you are more precious

fill our craws with the dust of the world. (Applause

because of your very rarity.

and demonstration).

Like gold and jewels

your value is increased by your scarcity.

And you who have been hot in your condem-

But though our paths may

be diverse our hearts will still beat in the same
high unison. (Voice from rear: “High blood pres-

nation of this modest rag, let me press upon you,

sure”).

too, a fond farewell. For you have aided in your
peculiar but sincere way in keeping the public eye

the staff.
Let me kind friends paint you a word picture of

upon our adolescent efforts. If we perish it shall
not be because of your neglect. But, alas, I know

the path I hope each of you will tread. (Same
voice: “Say, I thought this was a staff meeting.”)
You keep still or I’ll put you on a different path.
(Laughter. Quartette R. C. discording “The Boston Burglar.”) Say, do you guys want me to paint
this word picture or don’t you? (Shouts of “Get
off the table’; “We aren’t going any place,” etc.,
etc., ad nauseum.)
(Curtain.)
2
*
*

that neither are you many. Would there were more
to play the light of scorn and wrath upon us.

Per-

haps some day both of us may make converts to our
causes. O happy day!
But you who are neither hot nor cold, what can
I offer you? Not thanks surely; for you are deserving of none. Nor condemnation; for, if you
were condemned you would never know it.

Lastly, to you my more than friends.

It’s always nice to have a humorist on

What can

‘If any of our readers are puzzled by the appear-

You, from whom I have borrowed

ance of two answers in this issue to Mr. Sharkey’s

many a cigarette; with whom I have snorted many

“Boosters” perhaps this will unravel the knot. Mr.
Sharkey’s articles were published with a fond hope

I say to you?

a cold glass of ginger ale; whom I| have prodded
and been prodded by in turn (for I am as great a
procrastinator as any of you), what can I say to

you?

For all that what can you say to me?

great deal, I suppose.

Well, don’t say it.

A

You

members of the faculty and student bodies who
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that there would be a healthy controversy forthcoming. We waited and waited, and no answer
came. When we had given up hope two appeared
at the same time. We are running both, since it is

our last issue.

Some of you may say that this places Mr. Sharkey in an unfair position; he will be in no position
to reply this year. But knowing Mr. Sharkey, |
knew that he would not mind. He understands
that all is grist that comes to our mill.
*
*
*
And as for this Rockne Six campaign, get behind it with everything you have. This is a laudable and worthy cause. Just because it does not
seem to affect any of you directly is no reason for

Before I type the last word n this finale of my
editorship, permit me to say somethmg that may
sound “preachy,” but is not. When you entered
this university, you did more than sign up for a
four-year course; you did more than sign for the
acquirement of some form of knowledge or other. ©
You became, whether tacitly or openly, a part of
this university and all that it stands for. You accepted a certain ideal; you placed yourself in its
curriculum which tended to the accomplishment of

tions are badly in need of funds. All of us are I
know. But some of our own less important wants

this ideal; you did some things voluntarily which
forwarded this ideal; you were willingly a living
organism in this university. Now, that the direct

can wait in the face of this exigency.

training of the school will be taken away, do not

You who are to return next year may learn what
it means to have sufficient funds in these depart-

think to cut yourself away entirely from the source

ments.

you will die. If you entered with this provision
in mind (that of severing connections as soon as expedient) you have never been a part of your college, and it had been better for you if you had never
entered. You others though, remember the source
of your training and be worthy sons of a worthy

your neglect.

The Athletic and Alumni Associa-

If you do not “come across” you may find

out what it means not to have them. I know we
all like to have our little complaint about this or

that, and no one minds while things are going well,
but it is the testing of a man when he is placed in
a crisis. By his reaction we then shall know him.
How do you wish to be known?

of your intellectual life.

If you do, by so much

mother.

PROFESSIONAL DIRECTORY
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Miami Savings Building
Dayton, Ohio

HARRY F. FINKE, ’02
Finke Engineering Company
Dayton, Ohio
DENTISTS

DR. LEON DEGER, ’10
Fidelity Building
Dayton, Ohio

DR. FRANCIS GAYNOR, 715
Brown and Warren Sts.

Dayton, Ohio
Page thirty-one

Thanks! |
We Saw Your
Ad in

The Exponent
‘G

IE
M

Dy)

IN

Vacations come

..- And sweethearts go;
But wooing rates

.-- By ’phone are low.
THE OHIO BELL TELEPHONE COMPANY

